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The Ladies Play-Fellow, or the Lap-Dog- 
Poft, being a Funeral Oration upon FEW- 
EL, late Lap-Dog to Madam with 
an Elegy upon JEWELS Death. 


HIS Lap-Dog-Poft (which was firft 
call’d a Funeral Oration upon Favourite 
my Ladies——Lap-Dog ) was written 
and publifh’d in the Year 1699. with- 

out any Name of either Author or Bookfeller, 
and now at the Requeft of a young Lady; Is 
fo Abridg’d and adapted to the fad occafion of 
Yewel’s Death, (late Lap-Dog to Madam ~——) 
as is hop’d will dry up her Tears for the Lofs of 
her little Play-Fellow,call’d Yewel,and at the fame 
time may ferve todivert thofe Ladies whofe Lap- 
Dog Favourites are yet living for Lap-Dogs (tho’ 
fo much carefs’d by the Ladies) is a Subject that 
is feldom handled,and for that Reafon I make this 
Lap- Dog-Poft, one of thofe 3000 that are to fur- 
nifh out a Univerfal Entertainment, and perhaps 
of all my Weekly Papers, the Lap-Dog-PoSt, 
may be the moft acceptable; as twas written by a 
Perfon of Quality, and Dedicated to Urania in 
thefe Words, (with fome few Alterations adap- 
ted to the fad occafion of Fewel’s Death). 
Foiftle Dedicatory to Urania. 

It is your Command,Madam,that | fhould make 
publick the enfuing Oration on “Jerel, and your 
Commands can be no more refifted than your 
Eyes. But befides that it is not in the Power of 
your Slave to difobey you, I can pay no lefs a 
Tribute to the Mane of our deceas’d Friend, 
than to give this publick Teftimony of the re- 
{peét I have for his Virtues. 

Ocher Lovers-not fo difiatereffed as my felf, 
might perhaps triumph at the Death of fo conli- 
derable a Rival as was Jewel. But 1, Madam, 
who take fhare in all your Afflictious, am fo far 


from rejoicing at it, and erecting a Trophy on 
his untimely Deftiny, that I profefs all the Con- 
folation 1 can fetch from Philofophy, from the 
Lyceum, the Porticus, or the Tufculanum, is not 
able to fupport me under the deep Senfe I have of 
your unfpeakable Lofs. 

Nor can we condemn, or think unwarrantable 
your Grief. Were notthe World fufficiently ac- 
quainted with the Deferts of Yemel, yet even thofe 
who were altogether Strangers to his good Quali- 
ties wou’d deduce a reafonable Confequence, that 
there was fomething moft emphatically, moft con- 
fpicuoufly fhining in him, which fhould prefer 
him to Urama’s favour... For certainly a Wo- 
man of your Difcernment, a Woman fo nice 
a Judge, and fo bountiful a Rewarder of Merit, 
whether in Manor Brute, cou’d never beftow fo 
plentiful a Portion of your Kindnefs on a Dog, 
whofe Endowment did not give hima Title to 
it. In fine, you fed, you cherifhed, you carefs’d 
him. By your Favour you rais’d him more above 
the Animals of his own Species, than Animals 
themfelves are exalted above the Inferior Vegé- 
tables. 

’Tis true, he created fome private Jealoufies, 
fome Difcontents in the Breafts of your: Ad+ 
mirers: But to do publick Juftice to his Afhes, I 
muft fay that of Semel your Favorite, which can- 
not, without manifeft Injury to Truth, be af- 
firm’d of all the other Favorites of Princes, of 
the Richelveus, of the AZazarins, of the Wolfeys, 


fof the Buckinghams, that in the Univerfal Corrup- 


tion of amoit degenerate Age,he preferv’d an un- 
blemifh’d, an inviolable Integrity to his Miftrifs ; 
that he ftood unmov’d, ftood unfhaken, againft 
all the Attacks of Bribes ; that he did not crufh 
calamitous Merit beneath him, nor fupplant the 
Obftacle in his way above him; that he never 
fmiled where he intended to ruine. In fhore, 
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that he defpifed the little Artffices of the Great ; 
as the Politick Nod, the flavifh Cringe, the de- 
ceitful Bow, the betraying Hugg, and the mur- 
fering Whifper. . 
; Bur I erill enlarge no farther on his Praties, 
fince | am fenfible that by my Want of Ability he 
has fuffer’d too much already in the enfuing Ora- 
tion. Expect not then that after I have injur’d 
your Dog, | fhould be fo hardy as to attempt 
your Panegyrick, that is, to injure you. — 
Madam, fhould I employ all the Tragical forces 
of Rhetorick, fhould [ lavifh all the Magnificence 
of Expreffion, and all the fplendid Pomp of Me- 
taphors, I fhould fall infinitely fhort of my Ar- 
gument. Eloquence here lofes its ufe, the gaudy 
Train of Tropes and Figures are but vain and 
empty Oftentation. 1 fhall only fay, that all Vir- 
es unite to makea bright Conftellation in you, 
and that if there were a general Shipwrack of 
your Sex, we fhould find the fcatter’d Perfections 
of Womankind colleéted in your felf. 

Other Ladies, if they have their Graces have 
their Defeéts withal. Angelica talks away the 
Merit of her Face, and what fhe gains by her 
Eyes, fhe lofes by her Tongue. Horatia over- 


- whelms us by the Splendor, and leads us Cap- 


tives by the Arts of her Drefs, who were fhe to 
be feen in difbabillee in the ruelle, would figh to {ee 
her felf no longer the Obje& of Adoration. A‘/e- 
laniffa appears with advantage in the fimplicity of 
an unartful Attire, who cannot fupport the Pomp 
and Ornament of Drefs. Sempronia treads on eve- 
ry Heart when fhe Dances, but gains no Tri- 
umph when fhe Sings. Belinda charms us with 
her Voice, but is difagreeable at a Ball. Oriana, 
with her melancholy Air, gives us fad Caufe of 
Melancholy, but excites our Laughter with her 
own. Aurelia has Wit, has Youth, has Beauty 
to fix the moft roving Heart, but cannot fix her 
own. Lindamira wou'd make the moft conftant 
Lover in the Univerfe, but wants the Charms to 
make us fo. emilia {peaks favourably of all 
the World, but gives all the World juft occafion 
not to {peak favovrably of her. Ceffandra’s lo- 
nocence is above the Cenfure of others, but the 
Innocence of others canvot defend themfelves 
fromthe Cenfure of Caffandra. But in you, Ma- 
dam, we find united all the Advantages of the 
happieft of your Sex, without any of their De- 
fetts. What the moft celebrated Wit of this 
Age has faid, of the moft celebrated Beauty of a 
Neighbouring Kingdom, may with equal Jutftice 
be applied to you. One may be conitant to you, 
with all the Pleafure of Inconftancy. Wechange 


| 
For, 


every moment for your Graces, but are ftil] 
ftant to your Perfon. But, Madam, as I fhall nog 
offer Inceafe to you that has been prefented a: 
other Altars, fo neither will I attempt your Com. 
parifon with the moft illuitrious Beauties of the 
former, or prefent Ages. When ever we think 
or talk of you, Madam, the Difpute is not with 
other, but with your felf, which Part, which Fes. 
ture, which Pofture is moft agreeable; whether 
you charm us moft when you Move or Sit, Stang 
or Walk; whether you throw the Lover dow; 
more with your Hand, than you trample on him 
with your Foot ; whether is moft Powerful, the 
Eloquence of your Eyes, or that of your Tongue ; 
whether is moft delicate, your Tread in the Cop. 
duct of your Life, or that of your Gate: In fhort, . 
whether your Thoughts are brighter than your 
Looks, and whether is moft boundlef$ your Fap. 
cy, or the Empire of your Beauty. Thus it js 
with you, Madam, as with Kings or Princes, 
whom we dare not bring in Competition with 
their Inferiours, |but meafure them by them. 
felves, and compare one part of their Life by the 
other. 

Thus, Madam, by the common Fate of all De. 
dicators | have fuffer’d my felf to be carried into 
the ftream of Panegyrick, even after I had pro- 
tefted againft it; but I thall profecute this Argo. 
ment no farther, which I am not able to fuftain; 
the dreadful Fate of Salmioneus ought to deter me, 
who died by the Bolts he endeavour’d to imitate, 
By obferving this condud, J fhall not only con- 
fult my own Reputation, but the Intereft too and 
Repofe of Mankind: For fhould I perfift to draw 
your fair Picture, fhould I defcend into the Detail 
of your innumerable Excellencies and Perfeétions, 
there would fall ten thoufand Victims at your 
Feet, and this Epistle Dedicatory might prove 
perhaps in fome Senfe, a Funeral Oration on the 
Reader. 

1 fee, Madam, your Breaft is capable of tender 
Impreflions. You can be mov’d at the Fate of 
Jewel, (no wonder he out-ran Us in your Affedi- 
ov, fince four Legs will always be too many for 
two) take pitty then of his Orator. You ea 
weep to fee him dead; pay then a Tear co the 
Funerals of the Man, whom your felf, whom 
your own bright Eyes have flain. | 


The Ladies Play Feiow, or the Lap-Dog-Polt. 


AA Beis I fee fome furly Morofe Criticks, 
4 who miftake their dullnefS for Gravity, 


and their Spleen for Religion, look down witha 
haughty 
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haughty Solemn Air upon the following Perform- 
soce, and thus vent their pious Choler againtt it. 

A Funeral Oration upon a Ladies Lap-Dog! 
why, What can the meaning of that be ? How 
comes Panegyrick, which ought only to be paid 
cothe Memory of the moft Eminent Men, and the 
moft virtuous Matrons, in fhort, to nothing be- 
low a Lord Mayor or Alderman, to be {quander’d 
away upon a contemptible Brute ? What has this 
Dog done in his Life-time, to deferve fach an 
yncommon Tribute after his Death ? Hashe built 
any Holpitals to provide tor Beggars of his own 
making ? Has he founded any Lectures to Preach 
down Socinianifm, or lefta brace of Thovfand 
Pounds to the Blew-Coat Infantry ? Did he ap- 
pear vigoroufly for Liberty and Property, or 
bark againft a Standing Army ? If nothing of 
this is to be found in his Hiftory, how comes he 
to be remember’d in fo extraordinary a Manner? 

To this lreply, that if I am fo complaifant as 
to obey the Commands of a fair Lady, or if 1 
have a Mind to ridicule the rumbling Bumbaft, 
and vile Profticution of the Modern Eloquence ; 
or laftly, if 1 was refolv’d to fhew my Wit up- 
on a trivial Subject, what is that to any Body, or 
where is the harm on’t. If the latter is a Sin, 
feveral Learned Authors, whofe Books I do not 
think my felf Worthy to carry, have been guil- 
tyof it before me; Afelanéthon, one of the firft 
Reformers, Writ an Encomium upon an Ane. 
Lipfins, the famous Commentator upon Tacitus, 
celebrated an Elephant. Cardan, one of the great- 
eft Philofophers of the lait Age, the Gowrt, as did 
likewife that great German Wit, Bilibaldus Pirk- 
beimerus. Dan. Heinfius fhow’d his Parts upona 
Loufe 5 Calius Calcagninus upon a Flea, Yohannes 
Pafferatins upon an Afs; Conradus Goddeus upon 
an Owl ; Franc. Scribamus upon a Fly, Fanus Deufa 
upon a Shadow; Martinus Schoockins upon Deaf- 
nels ; Guil. Mfenapius upon a Quartan Ague , Fac. 
Gutherius upon Blindnefs , Ad. Ant, Majoragins 
upon Dat, Aithur Fonffom upon an Old Man; 
and laftly, Ca/par Barleus upon an Ens Rationss. 
Were Il minded to fhow my great Reading upon 
this occafion, I cou’d cite an infinite number of 
the like Examples, as Syne/ivs a Primitive Bifhop, 
who Writ an Oration in praife of Baldne/s, but 
thefe are more than fufficient. However, now 
my Hand is in, I cannot forbear to tell my Rea- 
der, that St. Yerooe mentions the laft Will and 
Teftament of a Hog, under the name Afarcus 
Grunnius Corocotta, In fhort, "tis a plain Cafe, that 
the Ancients, ds well as the Moderns, have con- 
defCended to adorn mean Subjedts ; fo that with 


good Authority ] now proceed to publith. 

A Funeral Oration upon Jewel, late Lape Deg to 
Madaw 

| am commanded, Gentlemen, todo a Thing 
to Day without a Prefideat: For | believe Lam 
the firit Orator who ever yet undertook to fpeak 
the Funeral Oration of aDog. But if Gerdes 
cou’d write an Elegy upon Zesbia’s Sparrew 3 And 
Martial an Epigram upon Pablias’s Bitch, if Alev- 
ander cou’d build and dedicate a Town to the Me- 
imory of his Horfe, can you think ic ftrange that 
Urania, no lefs Illuftrious by her Beauty, thaa 
that Monarch was by his Atchievements ; aad 
who has gain’d as wide an Empire by her Eyes, as 
he did by his Arms: | fay, if Urania is willing 
to celebrate the Funerals of the Dog fhe lov'd fo 
dearly, and for that Reafon call’d Jewel, 

Shou’d even Aferele (my Spaniel ) die I fhou’d 
perpetuate his good Qualities in a Funeral Song, 
for like a Winter Friend he fticks clofe to his 
'Mafter in all Weathers, He’s a Dog of Honour, 
and teaches Fidelity, Love and Gratitude, to all 
‘fuch as flight their Friends in Diftrefs, well might 
‘Fob fay, Ask now the Beafts and they {hall reack thee. 
There is fuch true Love and Gratitude in fome 
Brutes (but more efpecially in Englife Lap-Dogs) 
that my /wmmer Friends (the greater Brutes of 
the two) are meer Strangers to. 

Then, as Jewel eminently excell’d all other 
Dogs during his Life, fo it is but reafonable we 
fhou’d diftinguith him at Death. 

Wheretore, Gentlemen, I demand your At- 
tention, | demand your Sorrows: For, who will 
not afford both their Attention, and their Sor- 
rows to Uramia’s Misfortune? Are not her Mis- 
fortimes ours, and are we not interefled io ber 
Affiictions ? Is fhe mov’d with any Paflion where- 
with we are not likewife affected ? But belides 
that, our Grief is a Tribute we owe to Urama, 
and which it is not in our Power to refafe her, Jew- 
el himfelf, and his Virtues, require from us, that 
we fhould drop a Tear upon his Grave: For, une 
doubtedly, never was Dog poflefs’d ef fo many 
excellent Qualities ; never was Dog fo belov’d 
living, or regretted dead. To give you a due 
Senfe of our Lofs, and that you may apprehend 
how juft, how warrantable our Sorrows are, I 
fhall fet before you the Virtues and Endowments 
of this excellent Creature. 

Before | launch out into the ismenfe Ocean of 
the Argument before me, I might, after the ufval 
and laudable Example of all the celebrated Pane. 
gyrifts, both of Antient and Modern Times, rec- 


kon up a long and illuftrious Catalogue of his 
D 2 Heroic 


oven 


_—— 


L4] 


Heroick Procenitors. 1 might tell you, how, by 


the Mother, he claims Kindred with all the Courts 
of Europe; there being hardly a Queen, or Prin- 
cefs, or Lady of Quality, throughout Chriffen- 
dom, in whofe Lap there does not lie fome one or 
[ might tell 
you, how, by the Father, he is ally’d to the Scars: 
How the Celeftial Dog beholding from above 
peautiful Fanny, (for Fewel’s Mother condelcended 
to dignify that Name,) fporting her felf in Ura- | 
nia’s Garden, {truck with the Dart of Love, and 
defirous to poffefs her, like ove of old quitted 
his bright Abode, and defcending like a Star- 
fhoot upon Earth, comprefs’d the lovely Nymph 
Behold 
the Extraction of Yewel ! Such was the Race of 
Hercules, of Achilles, of eAneas, But | fhall in- 


other of Sewel’s great Relations. 


in a Bed of Rofes, and begot our Hero. 


fift no longer on his Pedigree. 


Nam genus, & proavos, & qua non fecimus ipft 


Vix ea noftra voco~-— 


Great Defcent, as it adorns true Merit where 


it finds it, fo where it finds it not it does not cre- 
ate it. ewel relies only on his own Deferts for 
his Fame: Fewel reflects back as much Luftre on 
his Noble Anceftors, as he can derive from them. 
But let us return from whence we have digrefs’d, 
and cometo his own Perfonal Virtues. 

Firft then, was ever any thing fo beautiful ? 
Nothing, certainly, was feen fo exquifitely 
form’d. What Star more lovely than his Fore- 
head ? What Show more white than his Feet ? 
What more delicately turn’d than his Ears ? 
What more curioufly polifh’d than his Neck ? 
No Arrow of Cupid’s rounder than his Tail: No 
Dove of Venus’s fmoother and fofter than his 


Back. Afflaredly, the Goddefs of Beauty her felf, 


were fhe to appear in the Form of a Four- 
footed Animal,wou’d affume no other Shape than 
Fewels. 

Again, was there ever any thing {0 well-man- 
ner’d? For the Purpofe, If at any time any La- 


dies of Condition and-Quality came to pay their | 
Refpects and Devoirs to Urania, he was never | 


A Third remarkable Quality was, his Cleanjj. 
nefs. And truly fo clean did he conttantly aps 
pear, with a Body fo white, fo fmooth, fo fleek 
that one wou’d fay Venus her felf had comb'd 
him, that all the Cupids had unanimoufly wafh’g 
him, and that all the Graces had elaborately and 
exquifitely wip’d him. And fo careful and fo}. 
licitous was he to preferve himfelf fo, that he 
avoided all Commerce with the Stables or Kitch. 


lin, left he fhould contra‘ta Filth thereby; cop. 


fining his Converfation altogether to the Cham. 
ber or the Parlor, to the Bed or the Couch. Nor 
wou’d he ever, without manifeft Shew of Regret, 
commit himfelf tothe Arms of a Foot-man, or 
common Servant, as apprehending a Stain from 
their Embraces, and Pollution from their very 
Touch. In like manner, whenever Nature im- 
portun’d him, he wou’d privately withdraw from 
the Company, into fome folitary Retirement, and 
there obey her Laws: Or if fhe call’d upon him 
at a Time more unfeafonable, when he was either 
in the Arms or Lap of a Lady, he woud fignify 
with his Foot, or by fome certain Tone of his 
Voice, the Neceflicy that prefs’d him, and admo- 
nifh her to fet him down. 

’Twou’d be endlefs a farther Enumeration of 
his Virtues. I fhall only mention one Quality 
more, which crowns and confummates all ; that 
is to fay, his unparallell’d Affe@tion to his Mi- 
ftrifs. I fay, Unparallell’d; for I believe, upon 
all the Records of Story, there is not to be found 
an Inftance of fo unexampl’d and fingular a Love 
in Dog: And, ason the one Hand | may boldly 
affirm, that never had Dog fo kind a Miftrifs; 
fo on the other, I may with Truth aver, that ne- 
ver had Miftrefs fo Affectionate a Dog. Urania’s 
Soul and Body were not more ftraitly united, 
than were She and her Dog; and as foon might 
fhe have been feparated from her felf, as from 
him: Wherefoever fhe went, he was {till her 
Companion; not her own Thoughts were more 


conftantly with her: He wou’d accompany her 


in her private and in her publick Walks 5 he 


obferv’d, like other ill-manner’d Dogs, to run} wou'd attend her in the Park, in tie Play-houfe, 


with open Mouth to the Door, and receive them | 
with the clamarous Salute of his Voice but earer- | 
tain them witha refpectful Silence, and introduce | 


at Balls, at the Courr, and iu her Vifits ; he woud 
follow her to her Chamber, to her Clofet, to 
her Bed ; he wou’d invade her very Retreats and 


then with Civility unto his Miftrif, nor, during | Solitudes. 


the whole Vilit, as is alfo che Wont of the reft of | 


Dogs, thruft himfelf in a rude and rroublefome 
| Manner into their Laps, difordering their Drefs, 
an® with dircy Feet incommoding their Lianen ; 


but, like a well-brcd Creature, fit ata due Di- | 


tance, aad filently wait the Call of the Ladies. 


Buc that wherein he moft. manifeftly and fig- 
nally teftify’d his Love to his Miftrifs, was, his 
conftant Attendance and Prefence in the Time © 
ber late IllnefS: For, during the whole Courfe of 
her Sicknefs, from the firft Moment the Violence 


of her Indifpofition confin’d her to her Bed, Jewel 
was 
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ant know? ent from her one Mie! dently Gernot the refi af +o. 
gis not known to be abf dently furpafs the reft of Doge, and which cre 


pure; bet placing himfelf at the Top ot her Pil-j ated thee the Love of the Ladies, and the Fo: 
low, continu’d there to abide and watch by herj of the Men ? So far art thou from being that ed 
whole Nights and Days, without Intermiffion:’ mir’d, that beautiful Thing, which jo Abdi 
Nor con’d he ever, by Force or Flattery, be pre-| wert, that we are making all the Hafte we con 
yail’d upon to quit his Seat, before fuch time as to remove thee out of oor ficht, as an Obi 
crania was perfectly reftor’d to her good Condi- | that offends us, as a Spe@acle our Eyes este h 2 
tion of Health. able to fupport without Averiion and Pain, 
No wonder then if a Dog thus excellently en- | 

dow’d, and fingularly qualify’d, was both admir d |W. ep Ladies, werp Gertlemen, wep Jewel is dead? 
and lov'd, was favour’d and carefsd by all that; Urania’s beloved Doo 5 dead. ; 
had the leaft Acquaintance with his Merits. Up-| . 

onthe Score of chefe rare Qualities and Virtues,; Whocan here forbear complaining of the Rie 


if any Dog, affuredly ewe! deferv'd to be Im- | gour of Face? Who wou’d not he almoft tempted 
mortal. But, alas! every thing beneach the Sun | to expoftulate in thefe Terms? Why are themoft 
muft terminate, and have an End. After thatj excellent Things ftill the moft perithable ? Why 
seme! had been defervedly the Joy and Delight of was the Flower fo fair, yet fadiag ? Why is what 
the Ladies, and that he had arriv’d to the higheit | we efteem moft, fuatch’d from us fooneft ? Why 
picch of HappinefS attainable here below, that | had not Fate beftow’d fewer Virtues on Jewel, or 
js to fay, bad acquit’d particularly the Favour | given a larger Extent to his Life? But, vain ate 
and Love of Urania, behold, unexpectedly is he | thefe Expoftulations: Yewel is irrecoverably, he 
raken from us ! ‘is for ever gone. Difhevel your Hair, Ladies, 
Who can here forbear to grieve, forbear to and tear your Garments: Disfigure your Faces, 
lament 2 Who wou'd not here abundantly weep,; Gentlemen, and knock your Breafts. Let ss 
sbundantly figh ? What Heart fo infenfible, but , grieve , let us lament ? 
wowd relent and mele? What Breaft fo barba-| But whatdoI madly do? Why doI endeavour 


rous, but wou’d feel Sentiments of Sorrow ? to move your Tears, which but flow of them- 
felves too faft? Why dol attempt to raife your 


Grief, which rather wants Reftraint than Incite- 
ment. Alas! we have Lamented enongh: Let 
us rather feek how to diminifh, than augment 


Poor Yee! ! How art thou chang’d from what} our Sorrow; we need Comfort, we need Confo~ 
thou waft but yelterday ? What a Revolution has} lation. Let thefe following Confiderations then 
one Day made ? Thou, whom but four and twen- | mitigate our Grief. 
tyHours ago the Sun beheld in Urania’s lovely} Firft, We wou'd do well to confider, That to 
Lap; behold, now fhortly the cold Earth will} dye, is to pay a common Debt to Nature, and is 
contain thee. Thou, whom fhe bore about in}a Neceflity, to which the greateft and beft Men 
her tender Arms; behold, now the rough Em-|have fubmitted. Of all thefe infinite numbers of 
braces of Death to fold thee. Thou, who waft}Men: Of all thefe prodigious fwarms of Ani- 


then thy Miftrifs’s Joy, art now her Grief. Thou, | mals that fill the Globe ; is there one fingle Per- 
fon or Creature, who is exempted from this La- 


who waft then our Envy, art now our Pity. Laft- 
ly, Thou, who waft then fo vifibly diftinguifh’d | mentable Law ? Nay, do not the moft inanimate, 
from all other Dogs, art now confounded with s arri 
the Meaneft. and fuffer the fame Deftiny with us? Do not the 
No more now wilt thou entertain Urania as| moft durable Wails, the ftrongeft Fortifications 
thon waft wont, with wauton Play : No more decay? The Sun, which is daily a Spectator of 
bow wile thou divert her with a Thoufand Spor-} of fo many Funerals both of Men and Beafts, is 
ic not it felf perifhable ? The Earth, which is 


Weep Ladies, weep Gentlemen, weep , Jewel ts dead; 
Urania’s beloved Dog is dead. 


the moft infenfible things arrive at the fame End, - 


tive Tricks: No more wilt thou be her beloved 
Companion in her Chamber,in her Parlor, in her 
Garden, in her Coach, ia her Walks, at her Ta- 
ble, and on her Couch. Alas! Where is now 
that Beauty, which render’d thee the Adinira- 


tion of all that beheld thee ? Where thofe innu- 


merable Graces, by which thou didft tranfcen- 


the.common Grave of every living Creature, 
will it not find ic felf a Sepulchre in the Univer- 
fal Ruin? The Heavens, the Stars, the Elements, 
the whole Mafs of the Univerfe, willit not foon- 
er, or later, fuffer Diflolution ? Nay, what is 


yet more lamentable, what is yet more ~~ 
Cy 
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ble, that which is fairer than the Heavens, that 
whichis brighter than either Sun or Stars, the 
nobleft Production, the moft exquifite Compofi- 
tion of Nature, Urania her felf, will fhe not one 
Day die, and can we then demand with Juftice 
chat Fewel, (her Favorite) fhould be Immortal ? 

Next, let us remember that our Grief may be 
hurtful to our felves, but cannot be any real Be- 
nefit to Fee. Cou’d our Lamentations indced 
call him back to Life, cou’d our Sighs infpire 
new Breath into him, or our Tears water the 
lovely Flower till it revived, our Sorrows then 
were warrantable ; but, alas! Fruitlefs are our 
sighs, unprofitable our Tears. 

Le’, Let us comfort our felves with this Af- 
furarcc, that Fewel whatfoever his Condition be, 
is not unhappy. For if, as moft Philofophers 
hold, the Souls of Brutes perifh, and are entire- 
ly extinguifh’d with the Body, not exifting after 
Death, as he is not capable of Happinefs, fo nei- 
ther is heof Mifery. But if that other Opinion 
be true, that the Souls of Brutes, as well as Men, 
do not dye, but only change their Habitation, 
and pafs by way of Tranfmigration from out of 
one Body into another, Jewel may enter once 
more upon the Stage of Life, and he that now 
parts from Urania a Dog, may perchance return 
to her again a Squirrel, or Sparrow; or it may be 
a Lover. 

Since then he is Partaker of a common Lot, 
fince our Tears can neither profit him nor our 
felves, and fince we are perfwaded he is not un- 
happy, let us omit an unjuftifiable and unnecefla- 
ry Sorrow. 

_ Jewel himfelf, cou’d he fpeak, wou’d certainly 
bid us ceafe our Lamentations, and give over our 
ese Complaints, exprefling himfelf after this 
sviagnner. 


Mourn not for me; for, to what purpofe is it to 
mourn ? Flas not my Orator already told you, that 
your Tears are idlely and wnprofitably pent 5 that 
they cannot avail to reftore me again to Life 3 and 
why then this weeping ? Why thefe Complaints ? Why 
shefe. fad Sighs ? Deo not difquier your felvesin vain. 
Do not give your felves Anxieties which are not need- 
fly, Bus as for you, my beautiful Miftrifs, it is 
your Intereft more efpecially to be fedate, unlefs you 
defign to revenge the Men’s Cuarrel on your own fair 
face, and ruin that Beauty, which has ruin’d them. 
tor what have thofe lovely Cheeks dene that you fhou'd 
tudeavour, by excefs of Grief, to rob them of thofe 
Gracesi which fubdue all Hearts ? How have thofe 
bright Eyes offended you, that thus you go about, by 


immoderate weeping, to deprive them of thay Lusty 
by which they kill? Are you refolu’d to maby 
Grave your Beauty's Sepulcher? Alas! J am id 
worthy of the leaft of your Thoughts, much lef; t 
Tears, which are Gems too bright, too inefimab 5 
be thrown away fo lightly. But if you fhall fill 
tain any Kindnefs for a Dog that has fery’g . 
faithfully, demonftrate it another way than by = 
Tears. Transfer your Love as a Legacy I beau) 
from my felf to my Orator, from the Dead tg the 
Dead, but yet from one you cannot recover, to oy 
whom you can. 


I fay the Dog himfelf, had he a Voice, woyy 
exprefs himfelf in the Manner I have reprefente 

What remains then, but that we bring at once 
our Grief and our Difcourfe to a Period? Let. 
perform our laft Office to Femel. Let us commiy 
his Body to the Duft, and fo depart. 


i. 


An Elegy upon the fad occafion of Jewel; 
Death, in Immitation of the 9th Ode of 
Anacreon. 


Eis Tleeseedy 


ELL me, whofe pretty Dog are you? 
Whence do you come, and whither go? 

Urania is my Lady’s Name, 
To her I go, from her I came: 
O’re ev’ry Heart the Maid does Reign, 
And Men are proud to drag her Chain. 
At her bright Feet they bleeding lie, 
For her they Sigh, for her they die, 
Then ufe me tenderly, for know, 
Her Eyes will fure return the Blow. 
She calls me Favorite and loves 
Me more than Venus does her Doves. 

What wou'd you give Alas! tobe 

Urania’s Favorite like me ¢ 
Where e’re my Miftrefs does repair, 
| and the Graces follow her. 
Sometimes with her in Coach I ride, 
Young Cupids runing by our fide. 
Sometimes fhe Walks with Noble gate, 
Whillft I, and Ruine on her wait. 
Till kindly favouring my Feet, 
She makes her own bright Arms my Seat. 
What wound you give, Alas! to be 
Urania’s Favorite like me ? 
With her at Wable do I Eat, 


And take my )Dinner from her Plate.. ¢ 


Ustr, 
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Or ftanding, at her Chair am fed, 
receiving from her hand the Bread. 
What wou'd you give, Alas! to be 
Urania’s Favorite like me? 
Me on her lovely Lap fhe lays, 
vith me fhe Sports, with me fhe plays. 
sometimes her Bofom’s Snow I beat, 
With Sportive motion of my Feet : 
Sometimes her Mouth I KifS, and Sip 
The Nectar from her Rofy Lip. 
What wou'd you give, Alas! to be 
Urania’s Favorite like me ? 
At Night I follow her to Bed, 
And on her Bofom lean my Head. 
The little God of Love, and I 
Together on one Pillow lie. 
The Dog which in the Heav’ns appears, 
And Shines among the glorious Stars, 


f JEnvy not, while here | reft, 


For there is Heaven in her Breaft. 
What wou'd you give, Alas! tobe 
Urania’s Favorite like me ? 

But it is time that I were gone, 

I’ve told my Tale, and fo have done. 

Poor Man! you Sigh, Alas! I fear 

Urania then Is too fevere. 

Farewell, and may my Miftrefs be 

To you as gentle, as to me. 


The Rhyming-Poft continued. 
Ai Panegyrick upon Lesbia’s Sparrow. 


H! a thoufand weeping Eyes, 
Tender Sighs, and mournful Cryes! 

Beautious Nymphs, whofegentle Hearts 
Ever felt Love’s flaming Darts ! 
Smiling Graces! Wanton Loves ! 
Venus Sparrows, and her Doves ! 
Oh! one Tear for Pity fhed, 
Lesbia’s Love her Sparrow’s dead. 

Death hath feiz’d what fhe did prize 
Dearer than her lovely Eyes: 
Oh! ’twas fweet, twas neat and pretty, . 
Gentle, ative, brisk and witty: 
Never Twins yet lov’d each other 
Better, never Child its Mother. 

From my Lesbia’s Bofom none 
Could feduce it to be gone ; 
But it hopp’d now here, now there, 
Waiting filently to hear 
Her bewitching Tunes, and then 
Sweetly chirp’d her Notes again. 

But the little Soul is flown 
Now from us, alafs! ’tis gone 
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Down the dark and difinal Way, 
Whence nonee’er retura’d, they fay. 
Now may endlefS Curfes dwell 
With that ugly Place call'd Hell; 
Nothing lovely, nothing fair, 
Thofe ill-natur’d Fiends can {pare. 
All my Lesbia’s Joys are fled, 
All with the fweet Creature’s dead; 
All the Glories of her Eyes, 
Areeclips’d, and now the cryes, 
Since her darling Sparrow fell, 
Till her ruddy Eye-lids fwell. 


Martial’s Fpigram on Publius’s litle Bitch Ifa, 
Seems made to follow this. 


Publius’s Bitch paraphras'd. 


SFeighhy was fair Lesbia’s Sparrow, 
Struck by Death’s relentlefs Arrow, 
Chafte’s the mournful Turtle’s Billing, 
Sweet's a Nymph when fair and willing; 
And no Gems are valu’d more 
Than thofe brought from Jndsa’s Shores 
But foft Ja far outvies 
All thofe little Rarities. 
Ifa were a Bitch for Jove, 
Iffais her Mafter’s Love. 
Blooming Beauties, tender Loves, 
Sprightly Sparrows, harmlefs Doves ; 
All that’s lovely, all that’s fweet, 
Do’s in pretty Jf meet. 
If the whining Thing complains, 
You'd believe you heard the Strains 
Of old e&/op’s Eloquence, 
When both Birds and Beafts {poke Senfe. 
She from her kind Mafter borrows, 
All the Signs of Joys and Sorrows, 
And, asif concern’d, can live 
Paffion’s Reprefentative. . 
When Sleep plays in J/a’s Eyes, 
On his Neck reclin’d fhe lies, 
Where her Sighs fo gentle be, 
Silence is as loud as fhe. 
Never yet could Cupid find 
Room in chafteft Jffa’s Mind, 
Nor a Mate was fram’d by Nature, 
Worthy of the tender Creature 5 
But the modeft Thing might be 
Wedded to a Nunnery. 
But left greedy Fate fhould prove, 
Stronger than her Mafter’s Love, 
And on fome unhappy Day, 
Snatch the lovely Prize away, 
Ifa’s charming Counterfeit 


Is in painted Tables fets Where; 


T27} pra when forc’d £9 wield her Breath, 
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She'll furvive in fpite of Death 5 


Where fuch Strokes the Painter gives, 


That the very Shadow lives, 


And refembles Jf more 
Chan fhe did her felf before. 


[9 but now compare each Part, 
e's Work withthat of Arc 
b ftrange Emulation there 
oes in both their,Hands appear, 
That you muft this Judgment give, 


Boch are Shades or both mutt live. 


* 


Tie She-Wit; or, Poctick Fondnefs: Being a 
Copy of Verfes really written bya young Lady, to 
an Officer inthe Army, then going to Flanders. 


¥7 Ind Slumbers now my penfive Eyes had feiz’d 
| And all my Cares but thofe of Love appeas’d : 
Whilft fanguine Dreams with Rofy Pinions {pread, 
Jn various Figures hover o’er my Head 5 

And round my Thoughts in eafy Circles roul, 
When that lov’d Form which xe’er forfakes my Soul, | 
My deareft Life, my warlike Lover came, 

His lovely Eyes, bright with their wonted Flaine, 
Difperc’d fuch fair and active Rays of Light, 

As foon compell’d the wond’ring Shades to flight ; 
And yet methought his beauteous Face ne’er wore 
Such haughty and /ufpicious Looks before : 

But my as haughty Thoughts too proud to fear 
Or paufe, but when my Virtue cries forbear ; 
Excited by my Paflion and thy Charms, 

iclafp’d the lovely Captain in my Arms, 

And on thy Lips a thoufand Kifles prefs'd, 

A thoufand Times the heavenly Form carett : 

At laft, In-fpight of Fare, Laid 1, thow’rt mine, 
For. thus, for ever P'll about thee twine, 

And mix the Effence of my Soul with thine, 

Ry, all the pleafing Energy that arms 

Tihy Soul and Eyes with fuch peculiar Charms ; 
By.all thy Falfhood, all thy Smiles, and all 

Whe tender Things that did my Heart enthral ; 

Hy all chat has the Power my Soul to move, 

And Captain, thon art all that I can love. 

Then will you leave me, falfe One, and be gon, 
To make me yet more wretched and undone ? 
Relentlefs as thou art, my charming Foe, 

ilove thee {till too much to let thee go. 

Shalll with my lov’d Polrcrates part? (Heart! 
How thofe curfs’d Words pafs grating thro’ my 
No, Breath and Soul fhall firft abindon me, 

B’er { thus tamely yield to part with thee: | 


J 


Then urg‘d by Love to thee in fofter Strain 
Sy 


The unhappy, wounded, Phils thus complains: 
Thofe lovely Eyes that have my Ruin been, 
Ine’er perhaps, Ine’er fhall fee again ; 

Yet the deep Wounds they left within my Breaft 
By Fate it felf are fcarce to be redrefs’d: 
Nor canI fhun their Darts, while every Place 
Is haunted with thy /weer enchanting Face, 


| Thy bright Refemblance will my Soul parfue, 
| Tho‘ I no more the dearer Subftance view: 


Now to my wond‘ring Thoughts thou doft apnea 
Clothed with the State the Majefty and Air, 
That once (oh! fatal Time) 1 faw thee bear, 
W hen — 

You look‘d and mov‘d, that even the ftupid Gop, 
Admir‘d and Idoliz‘d thee as they bow‘d: ’ 
Not Jove, when Love allay‘d the Deity. 
Appear‘d fo charming fo divineas thee. 

Stillon thy lovely Eyes 1 fondly gaze, 

And melt in Raptures of a foft Amaze; 

I meet the very Look and fatal Smile, 

That firft did my unpractis‘d Heart beguile; 

| fee thy tempring Lips begin to move, 

But oh ! ‘tis Death to hear thee whifper Love. 

I dare not let the fatal Venom in, 

Which to my Soul has fo pernicious been: 
Thus dear refiftlefs Tyrant, is my Breaft, 

With nothing elfe but thy bright Form pofféft. 
And thus for ever thou without controul,. 
Shalt reign, difputelefs AZonarchin my Soul, 
Since there’s no Mortal fit to Rival thee, 

Or great enough befides to conquer me. 

Nor is it likely thofe Aufpicious Eyes, * 


That boaft the Faithful Pbi#s Heart their Bri 
Should e’re efteem a meaner Sacrifice. 

But grant my Sould Vanquih this defire, 

W hat Mortal could like thee again Infpire. 


-, Where were the Eyes to reinflame chat Breaft, 


Which had the Sparks that thine blew up fuppreft 
Did my fond Thoughts but to thy Ticles bow, 
Thou might’ft of fome Competitor allow. 

But as thou art as Excellent as Great, —(treah 
My Thoughts fhall ne’re from their juft ChoifeRe 
Since that bold Paffion I Indulge for thee, | 
Eecomes the Grandure of thy Soul and me. 


And yet believe me Captain fo Refined, 

I hardly wifh thou wouldft continue kind. 

Nor do I ask the Powers thou mayeft return, 
With equal warmth the flames in which I burt, 
No that’s coo great a Fate for me to prove, 


)’ Tis Noble as thy own Hiroick Mind, i 


I would but have thee be convinced I love. 
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